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Stay wit\' me\'s 


"Natens." 

He turned silently, eyes glazed over with emotion 

"Hm? Wha's wrong, Toki? Can't you fucking sleep the night for once? Is it your back again?" 

"Ja, ‘s my backs.", Toki whined and looked up at the older man. Nathan shook his head slowly. 

"C'mere", he muttered softly and held his arms open. Toki fled into them. 

"Don'ts goes..", he whispered, curling up against Nathan's chest. 

‘Its okay. Just stay here an’ nothin’ will happen, ‘kay?", Nathan drawled sleepily as he watched the smaller 
man's eyes slowly close. Toki grunted in his sleep. 


| gotcha.‘ Won't let you go." 


Fadders 


Author's Notes: 
| wanted to continue on the trail of FatherKlok. | don\'t know who the other guy is. Just Skwisgaar\'s fadders. 


It was cold. Bitterly cold. Snowflakes drifted down, glittering in the moonlight, falling in a soft blanket of ice. He 
doubled over, dripping blood from a gash in his arm. 

"| should nebber hab dones dis... l.. argh!" 

Hard hands gripped his shoulders. He spun around. Tears glazed over his eyes. 


"Leaves me alones. | don't needs you, assholes. Goes backs to you's stupid Flyinks V and leaves me de fuck 
alone." 


"| just wanted To tell you I'm sorries." 
"Fucks you, you can'ts do dat, you amn'ts my real fadders!” 


"Ja, Skwisgaar, | ams. Ams you fadders. For serials." 


Night Life 


He growled loudly. 

"Why don't | ever get to do anything to you?", he cried, tears blurring in his eyes as his cheek was slapped 
viciously. 

"| cean't do dat, babe. You know dat." 

He gasped as Pickles’ hand twisted into his hair, pulling painfully. Their lips met in a forced kiss. 

"Jes' hold still.. an’ | won hurt yew." 

He cried out as Pickles bit down on his lower lip, drawing blood. It was going to be a long night, he thought. And 
he was right. 

"Yer naht finished yet, Nate. Don’ get up." 

He lay back down, defeated. 


Stops Copies Me 


Author's Notes: 
| tried a slightly S/T themed thing. And this happened. | don\'t really like S/T, but | thought it was worth a try. 


"Tokis, you dumbs dildo, gives me mine guitars!" 

"No." 

Skwisgaar lunged, wrestled Toki to the ground, and pinned him. "Gives me de fuckinks guitar." 
"No!" 

He threw the blonde off, eyes blazing angrily. "Fucks you!" 

"Shuts up, assholes!" 

"Shuts up youself, assholes!” 

"Stops copies mel" 

Toki stopped. He tossed the X-Plorer away defiantly, reveling in Skwisgaar's shocked expression. 
"Here's you guitars, bitch", he exclaimed happily. Skwisgaar roared angrily. Toki gloated, eyes wide. 
"| didn'ts break it, Skwisgaar.", he lied Skwisgaar checked. 

"BITCH", he screamed loudly. Toki fell over in a fit of laughter. 


Life surely was grand, in his view. 


Lucy 


Author's Notes: 

| was toying with the idea of Nate and Pickles adopting kids.. | don\'t know why, it just sounds cute. The idea 
originally arose from the collection of dethdrabbles doktor-girlfriend wrote originally. My brother helped me 
with Lucy\'s design. If you ask nicely | might put a picture of her on LiveJournal or Tumblr. 


"Daddy?", she asked softly. 

Nathan turned, eyebrows raised questioningly. 

"Yes, sweetheart?" 

She gazed at him, then at Pickles, who sat beside Nathan, resting his head on the younger man's shoulder. 
"Daddy, Richie asked where my mommy is." 

Nathan sighed. He'd had a feeling this talk would come someday. Pickles smiled, then turned to her, his eyes 
glittering warmly. 

"Sweetie, yew don’ heave a mahm. Well, yew do, but.. she's naht here. | dunno why, he explained gently. Her 
eyes widened. 

"But where is she?" 

"Sweetheart, heave you ever heard of da word gay?" 

"Yeah." 


"Well, sweetheart, dat's me an‘ Nate." 


Phones 


Author's Notes: 
| couldn\'t help it, Nm sorry. 


"What the fuck isch thisch? A brick? Who in their right mind would buy a brick? | might asch well buy a pack 
of schigarettes and be done with it. Thisch is bullschit:" 

"Shut the fuck up. It's a phone." 

"Ja, ams de phones, dildos, if you don't am needinks it den don't use its." 

"I'll takes de phones, gladlies, | could use anodder ones, would be cool if | could calls or text mahselfs or steals 
Natens' phones and use dats." 


"Yew gaiz are stoopid, yew know dat?" 


‘Guys, you asked for specifically these." 
Charles eyes flared. 
"Exactly these." 


Assassin 


"I think it's high time we finally got the job done", Mr. Selacia snapped, eyes blazing dangerously. Vater Orlag 
nodded cooly, gravely. 

"We must obliterate Dethklok We must separate them. Nathan seems to have a weakness for his drummer. | 
don't know how close they are, but I've planned ahead", he declared. 

"And how? How do you plan to separate them? No one has ever been able to touch Dethklok, much less hurt 
them." 

"With an assassin. He's the coldest, most vicious, most dangerous, most calculating spy | could find” 

"And? Who is he?" 

"Sir... Sir, his name is Bob." 


Initiation 


Author's Notes: 
| reserached the Viking initiations, and they\'re really metal. Very violent. What | wrote about is nothing. 


His hand trembled weakly. 

"| can't do it", he whispered, close to tears. 

"Comes on, do its.. you can does its. | knows its!" 

He shook his head, tears blurring his vision Then he punched his fist down and stabbed the razor blade into 
his palm, slicing through muscle and artery. A low groan escaped him. 

| dd it 

"l. give me.. My hand", he mumbled, breathing hard, blood spurting out of the wound, razor blade falling from 
trembling fingers. 

"This wasn't worth it." 

"Ja, it was worths it. You ams now a fully ones of us.” 


"l. | know." 


Ditched 


Author's Notes: 
NO 


"Hey, gets outta the ways!", Toki shrieked loudly. His bike zipped past the tree, down the slope and past the 
yardwolves. The wolves looked up, startled, and trotted away noncommittally. 

"Looks out! Looks ouf, god damn its! Outta da fuckings way", he screamed. Skwisgaar saw him, watched for a 
second, and doubl.ed over laughing. 

"Better be carefuls, we wouldn't wants you to gets hurts, mmmh?", he teased. Toki made the mistake of 
looking back. And fell. 

His bike flipped over in the air, throwing him off into a ditch. 

Skwisgaar roared with laughter. 


"Looks like you gots.. how says? Ditched" 


Meds 


Author's Notes: 

Im sick myself, so | thought the idea of a sick Nate would seem interesting. | don\'t know what his condition 
is, but judging by what | wrote I\'d say either Migraine (legit and very possible.) or a cold (not really.). Anyway, 
yeah, enjoy it. 


He sighed sadly and brushed away a tear. Pickles grabbed his hand slowly, eyes glittering wetly as well, and 
asked in a hoarse voice, "Did yew forget ta teake yer meds?" 

He nodded silently, head spinning by now, throat painfully tight, heart racing at the speed of a marathon 
runners. 

"Hey... shhh, | gaht somethin’ fer it. Yew still gaht a headache?" 

He nodded again. He hated this, every time it was crucial he took his medication for his condition he forgot, 
because he was so caught up with recording. 


"Okee... okee, yew wa'me ta meake tea?" 


Another grateful nod. 


Explorer 


Author's Notes: 
B 


His fingers flew across the strings like bolts and shots of flesh-colored lightning. The guitar trembled under his 
hands, reverb singing for him. 

The strings vibrated heavily as he plucked them, wailing out plaintive notes, as though the guitar was playing 
literally for him, as though it was surrendering to him. He riffed the strings hard, making them reverberate so 
hard they almost snapped. His fingertips stung. Blood beaded on them, dripping down onto the guitar's corpus 
and neck, oiling the strings, but he didn't care. Why should he? This was what he needed. 


It was an easy escape. 


Stay\'s wit\' Me\'s/ part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Snuggles shall continue till we-altdie | feel like it. The end is bad, but | didn\'t know how else to do it. And 


everybody likes a sleeping Toki, amirite? 


It was freezing. Toki snuggled closer, eyelids squeezed shut, burrowed his face in the older man's chest, 
enjoying the feel of his arms around himself and the sound of his heart. 

"Natens?" 

"Hm?" 

"Ams we drunks? Why ams we doinks dis?" 

"Cause... Uh, | dunno", Nathan admitted sheepishly, blushing, thankful for the darkness in the room that 
prevented Toki from seeing it. Toki smiled. 

Nathan pulled the brunette closer gently, protectively, and Toki accepted the gesture and snuggled against him 
harder. The faintest ghost of a smile drifted over Nathan's lips. It was cute, after all.. Toki was falling asleep. 


Take Over 


Author's Notes: 

Heh, | recently read Desperation and The Regulators by Stephen King, and | liked the idea of Tak\'s taking over 
forms and bodies. Orochimaru much?) Anyway... uh, here, Mr. Selatcia taking over a kitty. I\'m sorry. kitty. 
Also, this is a double drabble. So technically it doesn\'t belong here.. but FUCK THAT! 


It's over. He can feel it. His gut clenches in fear, and something hot runs down the edge of his mouth. He 
traces a finger along it. Blood. It drips off his fingertip in one solid clump, not congealed but not liquid, either. He 
can't help but cry out. It's degrading to see his blood come so easily. Something brushes against his shoulder, 
his chest, the edge of his neck. He looks up. 

A cat sits before him, eyelids lowered almost questioningly, tail flicking from side to side. It takes him a 
moment's consideration, but he knows what to do. The cat pads over to him, eyes wide open now, staring at 
him in that way he hates so much, so damned much, but he cannot help it, he needs this cat. They have 
defeated him, undermined him, killed his body in the most painful and humiliating way possible. The cat still 
doesn't react much, only sitting there silently, flicking its tail and washing its paw. He turns his head to it, 
watching ti, and the feline hisses at him. 


Come to me.. he tells it. It doesn't move. He reaches out a hand, and the cat comes. He smiles. 


That\'s Doable! 


Author's Notes: 
Don\'t ask. 


"Okee, look, I'm naht gonna feck yew unless yew coahperate.’, Pickles griped angrily, eyes blazing with that 
bright green of theirs. Nathan sighed in annoyance, but it was quickly replaced by startled pain as Pickles 
slapped him across the cheek, then leaned in and kissed the place he'd hit. He didn't want Pickles to forcefully 
fuck him. At the moment all he wanted was simple sex, no S€M, nothing brutal, nothing involving bugs or fire 
or cuffs or gags or wax. 

"Pickles, stop, please, don't... Pickles, please just fuck me..." 


Pickles regards him calmly. "Eh, Yeeuh. I'd say... Dats doable" 


Ryan 


Author's Notes: 
Llalalalalalalaalalalalaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa DO YOU FOLKS LIKE RYAN? 


He moans softly... it doesn't matter anymore that they've just met a few days ago, nor that the person having 
sex with him is also a man. Nothing matters now, only the primal and very satisfying feeling of being fucked 
straight, of being undone in the most crude as well as elegant of ways. 

It's going to take a while, he thinks, but he doesn't know how long.. he doesn't want to speculate. He just wants 
to keep going, to keep getting fucked, to... 

Ryan bolts up, back arching, jaw clenched, hips bucking hard, and he stops. 

"That was quick..." 


Night mare 


Author's Notes: 
Snuggles. I\'ll write a lot of snuggling stuff in DethKids, promise. Eh that is, if you wanna see it. 


‘Oh my Gahd, Naten! Nate! Yew fecked everything up! Yew destroyed da record, | swear Im gonna feckin' KILL 
YEW" 

Pickles bears down, knife in hand, and raises his arm, which pistons back down and stabs him in the stomach... He 
shoots up. 

It's not real, its not, it's.. He rolls over onto his side and feels a tear slide down his cheek. An arm wraps 
around his waist, and he scoots closer. 

"Nate, what's wrahng? Is it another nightmeare?® Nate?" 

He nods silently, and Pickles turns over and snuggles against his chest. 

"Yew know it's naht real, right?" 


Sh ‘course...” 


Glue 


Author's Notes: 
Charles was hard to do.. no, not like that, he was hard to write about. |\'ve never written Charles. 


"Charlies, | cants finds my glues.’, Toki whined loudly, interrupting the older man's train of thought on how he 
was going to organize the DethComittee on Friday. 

"Ah, what glue, Toki? |, ahhhhh, don't believe I've seen any glue around here lately, unless you mean the wall 
tape in the office?", Charles offered, and Toki shook his head, earning a surprised and slightly worried look. 
"Wells, no... | don't wants dat walls tape, | wants de glue. Reals glue, likes, Gluestiks or airplanes glue." 

"Ah, Toki, may | asks you why you need it? For, eh, planes?" 

"No, to sniffs." 


Steak 


Author's Notes: 
Hmmmmm, there needs to be more S/T. 


"Ah, Tokis, you haves de piece of steaks on yous shirt, wants me to, ah, gets it of f?", Skwisgaar offered, 
earning himself a few laughs and a few strange looks. 

"Whats, | means picks up de steak offs him shirt and throws it away. Moidafeace, stops fuckinks laughing, | 
means nots like dat, picks up. | means likes dis-" -he took the piece of meat off the Norwegians shirt and 
flicked it away- "Sees?" 

"Yesch, | schee, but isch there any particular reaschon you juscht touched Toki's , chescht area?" 
Skwisgaar shut up, and Murderface... 

Laughed. Like a demented rooster. 


That was the style back then 


Author's Notes: 
Isn\'t the ending awesome as fuck? 


Skwisgaar doubled over laughing. "Is dat hows you useds to dress ins de Punk businessks?", he gasped, unable 
to catch his breath properly before a new bout of laughter. 

"Uh, no, | did that on a bet once, actually.", Nathan admitted, looking chagrinned, and Skwisgaar lost it 
completely. For the next five minutes, he laughed until his sides hurt. 

'It ams too funnies, my Gods, Natens, yous in... ins de spandex pants?" 

"Uh, well, yeah, Pickles dared me to. It was after our bands broke up, so we had an excuse to do it" 
"Natens?" 

"Huh? What's up?" 


"Nice ass." 


Partying Around The World 


Author's Notes: 
Blah blah, They do not belong to me and all that. 


Skwisgaar laughed and tossed his bottle back behind his head. Music blared from the speakers, and the 
sickeningly sweet smell of pot permeated the air. Everywhere was filled with bodies. A hand groped his chest, 
fell off. Someone's mouth was on his, and he kissed back, not caring who he was kissing, just wanting to satisfy 
and be satisfied. 

In the corner, a group of teenage girls were beginning to undress each other, and he gazed at them lorgingly, 
but they were probably all lesbians. Instead he sat on the couch, torso leaned back, gazing around. 


And then, Toki came. 


Food Library 


Author's Notes: 
They should include Charles in the characters. 


"Oh ma Gods, hi, Charlies. We gots de chickens, de barbecue sauce, de.. ugh, salads.. de brownies mix... 
Anythings else", Toki babbled into the phone at the pace of a translator in a talk-show. Charles blinked and 
asked for Nathan. 

"Yeah, hey, Charles. Toki's right, we got the stuff he told you about", he explaind quickly and effectively. 
Charles groaned and lowered his head onto his desk, wondering what to do with them. 

"Nathan, is that all you've bought so far?" 

"Um, yes, yeah, it is. Well, no, we also got some vodka" 


"Nathan? You've been there for four hours." 


Stuck in Love 


Pickles looked up silently, eyelids at half-mast, and studied the ceiling from his bed. Only yesterday had he quit 
his band, and it still felt as if it had happened years ago. Anything to do with Snakes ‘N' Barrels was over, 
history. There was Nathan now, and the new band they had talked about making. He doubted at times whether 
he could really be the drummer Nathan wanted him to be; he could drum, but he didn't know if he could fill 
the expectations of being singly loyal to the band. 


How could he, exactly, if he was in love? 


Feather 


Author's Notes: 
eee 

0 

B 
SLASH. 


There's a feather. He steps as lightly as he can, but it still trembles softly as he picks his foot up again to not 
disturb it more. 

Thats my love, he thinks. That's the way he feels about Nathan. He adores him, deifies him even, but there's 
times when the slightest imbalance is enough to tip him, to send his emotions spiraling out of control. 

He can't help it. He wishes he were more stable. That he could show Nathan his feelings. He has an idea; 
kneeling down, he blows on the feather. It flies. 


He smiles. There's his answer. 


Cave 


Author's Notes: 
Nve been reading much Pasta lately. Lots of Creepypasta, reheated Pasta, Micropasta, you know. 


Excellent Pasta, like Farfalle with butter and salmon sauce. 


Quiet. Everything is silent in the house. A faint scuffling sounds, probably the cat picking its way across dead 
Klokateers, discarded bottles, and other random mundanities. Toki tosses and turns in his bed, whining loudly and 
gripping the sheets hard enough to split the seams. He's having the same nightmare he has been having for 
weeks, one where his bandmates are drawn into the interior of a black cave by a sickly green light, and they 
never come out again. In his dream, he hears Pickles howling in pain. 

The scuffling continues. He wakes to black. 


The dream is real. 


Satyr Party 


Author's Notes: 
| listened to a bunch of Faun and Satyricon. And then, ja, the names stuck on, and something with satyrs 


needed to be done. 


Tk. Tok. 

Goes the Klok. He sits up, eyes scanning the area, wondering where it came from. There is no clock in his room. 
The whole geography seems off somehow; the bed is harder than he's used to. 

The couch. The couch? 

The bar looms over him, bottles filled with amber and red liquid that looks more like blood than red wine in 
this light. A chill races down his spine.. Something's definitely off. He still doesn't know why he's in the living 
room. 

Suddenly the light switches on.. 

And he sees a band of satyrs, partying. 

And Pickles faints 


He Needs To Go 


Author's Notes: 
Ugh, I've spent too long away again. Maybe | really just need to focus on the other shit, this site isn't even fun 


anymore. | just upload for my readers. 


It really tasted off. Not bad, just off, wrong, like it had been mixed with something it wasn't meant to be mixed 
with. 

Whatever, it was alcohol, and alcohol was what he needed. Pickles tossed back the dregs of his whiskey, the 
familiar heat blossoming in his chest, eyes blurry, head pounding. Although he had just drank about three or 
four measures, he felt badly hungover, as though someone had put knockout-drops into the drink. 

As a matter of fact, someone had Jean-Pierre had been wary of the drummer for quite a while. 


As Pickles drank, he sat and smiled. 


